
Pericles Prince of fy rel 

By Lady Fortune, while our fteare muft play. 

His daughter woe and heavie well-aday. 

In her unholy fervice : Patience then. 

And thinke you now are all in Met aline, 

Enter two gentlemen. 

1 . Qatt, Did you ever heare the like ? 

. *• C ' ent ' Noj nor never (hall do in fiich a place as this, (he be. 
ing once gone. r 86 

X . Gent. But to have divinity preacht there, did you ever 
dreame of fuch a thing ? 

2 . gent . No, no, come, I am for no more bawdy houfcs.ftall 
we go heare the Veftals fing ? 

I . Gent. lie doe any thing now that is vertuous, but I am out 
or the road of rutting for ever. £ x it, 

Enter the three Hands. 

Band. Well,I had rather than twice the worth of her Ae had 
n ere come here. 

Baud Fie, fie upon her, fhe is able to frieze the god Priapus, 
and undoe a whole generation, we muft either get her ravifht, 
or be rid of her, when fhe fhould do for clyents her fitment, and 
do me the kindneffc of our profeflion, (he has me her quirks, her 
reafons, her mafter-reafons, her prayers, her knees, that dice 
would make a puritane of the devill,if he fhould cheapen a kilfe 

Boult. Faith, I muft ravifh her,or fihe’l disfurnifh us of all our 
Cavalecrs, and make our fwearers Priefts, 

fjind. Now the poxe upon her greene ficknefTe for me. 

Baud. Faith there’s no way to be rid of it, but by the way to 
inepoxe. Here comes the Lord Lyfimachm difguifed. 

Boult. We fhould have both Lord and Lowne, if the peevifh 
ba gg€dge would but give way to cuftomers, 

Enter Lyfinutchus, 

Eyf, How now, how a dozen of virginities ? 

Baud. Now the gods to blefle your Honour 

Boult, I am glad to fee your honour in good health. 

if: 


Strides Prifitt of Tyre. 

^ Baud. We have one here fir if fhe would 

wouw %: 

Baud. Your honour knowes what tis to fry well enough. 

a Rofe, and fhe were a Rofe indeed, if fhe had but 
Lyf. What prethee 

Boult. O fir, I can be modem. _ th ~ 

LvC That dignifies the renowne of a Baud, no leffe then ic 

gives a good report to a number to be chaft. 

& Enter c Manna . 

Baud. Here comes that which growes to the ftalke. 

Never pluckt yet I can allure you. 

Is fhe not a faire creaturt ? _ 

Lyf. Faith fire would ferve after a long voyage at fea, 

Well, there’s for you, leave us. _ ? 

Baud, i befeech your honour give me leave a word-. 

And lie have done prefently, 

Lyf. I befeech you do. 

Baud. Firft,I would have you note, this is an honourable man,, 
c Mar. I defire to findehim fo, that I may worthily note him. 
Baud. Next, hee’s the Governor pf this Country, and a man 
whom I am bound to. ' . 

Mar. Ifhegoverne the Country,, you are bound to him in- 
deed, but how honourable he is in that, I know not. 

Baud. Pray you without any more virginall fencing, will you. 
ufe him kindly he will line your Apron with gold. ^ 

Mar. What he wiil do gracioufly,I will thankefully receive. 
Lyf. Have you done ? 

Baud. My Lord, fhee’s notpac’fte yet, you muft take fome 
paines to workc her to your mannage, come, wee will leave bis 
Honour and her together. 

SxitBaud.. 
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